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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
W ound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MonrtaGue. 


“ > Tr eae . ° ° 
, oe } ene and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits, 
eftenas to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.” —Croxer’s New Wuic Gutpe. 
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ENGLAND'S INCUBUS. | loathsome animal which is here represented, and we have no 
The heated imagination of the feverish Seymour has this | hesitation in stigmatising the Peerage as the Incubns which 
week been employed upon a most painful theme ; but the ne- | 
cessary outrage done to the artist’s feelings has produced, as a | from using any efforts to ameliorate her fallen condition. This 
glorious result, the harrowing Caricature beneath, in which we | monster made up of that obsolete rubbish called prerogative, 
sce a soul-agitating representation of the Incubus which has | aided by the weight (a dead one) of coronets, mitres, and 
been lately prostrated on the body of pvor Britannia, sapping | money-bags, bestrides the prostrate country, which is being 
all her energies, and preventing her from making the exertions goaded by the lash in the hand and the sting in the taik’of au- 
noceagery to preserve herself in a state of activity and health- | thority. 
fulness. | It is obvious that no good can arise, no health can be en- 
joyed, and, indeed, vitality itself may almost as well be extinct, 
aan ' unless a bold effort is made to throw off the monster that bears 
Britannia down; and thus, by one energetic movement, she 
a _ may be rid for ever of the Incubus that stretches over her. 
° | Popular indignation is justly excited by the vampire-like 
beget A _ propensities of the wretch alluded to, which sucks, as it were, 
sR Sf if Jy ne the nation’s blood, and is perpetually inflicting fresh wounds, in 
<— - Ya order that the streams may flow into its ravenous jaws with more 
copiousness and velocity. Every act of this wretched Incubus is 
characterised by aslothful but not less sure or venomous a dis- 
position to inflict an injury on the country so long paralysed by 
| its weight, and exhausted by its bloodthirsty propensities. It 
| has all the strength of a raving madman, with the blind, stupid 
= = | and promiscuous love of mischief so conspicuous in the idiot, 
K Zz | Any thing that is even said to be good for the country is at 
NX (Z Y ZE, 3 | once pronounced bad by the Lords, and habit impels them to 
4 Gy ye | S or ae injure their victim, when the stronger impetus of self interest 
2 “lps ABG is wanting. It matters not what the country calls for, it is 
sufficient that 7¢ zs called for by the country, and the Peerage 


BRITANNIA'S NIGHTMARE. 
It will be seen at a glance what is the composition of the | on no other ground justifies itself in withholding it, Are the 


weighs down upon the body of Britannia, and prevents hey 
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Jews to be emancipated by the consent of the people, that drowsy 
beast the Peerage wakes up from a lethargy of stupid inactivity 
to prevent it: if the public calls for an amendment in legisla- 
tion with regard to its amusements (as in the case of the 
Dramatic Bill) the Incubus of the country, the Peerage, hap- 
pens to hear incidentally that it is the people’s wish, and it 
meets with a veto accordingly. How long the monster aristo- 
cracy will be suffered to keep up a besotted opposition to all 
national improvement, it is not for an humble individual like us 
to determine. So long as it is in the power of a set uf things 
called Lords, a collection of ‘ accidents of accidents” as Peers 
have been designated by abler persons than ourselves, so long 
we say as a crew of hereditary legislators are permitted to ex- 
ercise a controlling voice over the popular will, while this lasts, 
Reform can be nothing more than nominal. We consider the 
present House of Lords as a cup of nauseous poison, and we 
can only recommend that it should be diluted as frequently as 
possible, until not a drop of the poisonous particle remains to 
injure the constitution of Britannia its victim. Swamp away— 
my Lord Grey, as fast as you please, dilute the Peerage in 
authority as much as it is already diluted in intellect, and then 
the former will have as much effect as the latter on the coun- 


try’s interest. 
a 


THE INTERPRETER. 


Who is he? 

The columns of the Court Journal, always sufficiently ab- 
surd, last week teemed with a plethoric page of trash on the 
subject of one Captain Vyse, who attained his majority at that 
contemptible hole near Windsor yclept Stoke, which, in the 
phraseology of the Court Journalist, is dignified by the appel- 
lation of ‘ that romantic village.” It seems that this youth 
Vyse was met by the peasantry, who took the horses from his 
carriage, and let off fireworks in honour of him!!!! Who the 
devil is he? We demand the grounds of all this enthusiasm. 
What has he done to deserve the discharge even of a single 
squib in honour of his nativity ’—Vyse! Vyse!! Vyse!!! 
Don’t KNOW HIM! 

A timely Warning. 

Preparations are making at Caen Wood, the delightful retreat of the 
Earl and Countess of Mansfield, for a déjeunér a la fourchette upon a very 
extensive scale, which is to include all partics of rank and distinction 
now in Jondon.—Court Journal. 

This announcement is at least salutary ; for, as we are made 
aware by it of the fact that Lord Mansfield is. going to give a 
party at Caen Wood, and as on these occasions the high-road is 
always strewed with dirty drunken lordlings, the inhabitants 
will of course procure a strong muster of police in the neigh- 
bourhood. The last time his Lordship gave an entertainment, 
the Hampstead-road was alarmed from its propriety by the in- 
sane yells of the inebriated guests, who galloped down to 
London at midnight with such truly vulgar shouts as could only 
proceed from a set of intoxicated aristocrats. Last time the 
fcte merely purported to be a blow-out on strawberries and 
cream, yet the company returned in a state somewhat between 
fuddled and uproarious; now that a déjeuncr a la fourchette 
is threatened, strong measures should be taken to secure the 
peace of the vicinity. The authorities of Hampstead are a ner- 
vous body of men: let them look to Caen Wood on the day of 
the contemplated orgies among the friends of Lord Mansfield. 
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Our fature Queen again. 

The Duchess of Kent generally vagabondizes ouce per annum 
with the Tittle Princess Victoria, to fish up loyalty in the pro- 
vinces, and prepare her daughter for the business of sovereignty, 
which in this free and high spirited country is merely to be 
hooted at, cheered, gazed at, dragged in triumph, and address- 
ed by the populace. ‘The old Duchess does very right to hum- 
bug the kingdom to any extent she may deem fit, and prate 
about the “ future sovereignty of these realms” as often as oc- 
casion may require, but we cannot help feeling disgust towards 
the public that is taken in by her Royal Highness’s system of 
quackery. It seems the little Queen that is to be (‘ though,” 
in her mother’s loyal slang, ‘“‘ at a very distant period,”) it 
seems that Victoria quite enters into the spirit of the proceed- 
ings, and acts her part in the farce with a gout for trickery far 
beyond her years, which are more appropriate to unsophisti- 
cated innocence than matured chicanery. ‘The little arts 
resorted to for giving satisfaction to the servile crowds who 
follow in the train of the royal cortege are numerous, and often 
remarkable for ingenious novelty. ‘he couple it seems dined 
at Plymouth “ with open windows, in view of the dense crowd 
that filled the area of the hotel,” a vulgar process which appears 
to have excited fresh enthusiasm among the herd of minions 
who accompanied with adulatory yelps the course of the visitors. 
“The Duchess,” adds the report, ‘‘appeared to take much 
pleasure in occasionally presenting the Princess at a window to 
the spectators below.” We shall at all events have a modest 
Queen in the youthful Victoria, who is ever and anon being 
thrust out of window to be gazed at by an indiscriminate mul- 
titude. ‘The old Duchess takes a funny method of educating 
her daughter, and preserving in her those retiring graces which 
in the young of the other sex are generally thought worthy to 
be cultivated. In a Queen, perhaps, they are not necessary, 
for virtue belongs of right divine to a sovereign. We wonder 
if Victoria will be as much praised for her chastity, &c. as 
Queen Elizabeth has been—virgin Queens get a vast deal of 
reputation by way of interest, on a very small real capital of 
purity. 

Donkey Unmasked. 

We have in the recent exposure respecting Don Key a most 
delicious specimen of Whig patriotism backed by Whig ho- 
nesty. Key, who was the idol of the City, the twice Lord 
Mayor of London, the champion of Reform, the friend of Re- 
trenchment, now turns out to have been a swindler of the 
public to the tune of some thousands per annum. He is, we 
repeat, a thorough specimen of Whiggism, which calls out 
against the waste of all money that doves not flow into his 
pocket, and clamours for economy, guoad such assets as go into 
other persons hands. The lie about young Master Key is 
worthy the sense of honour generally prevalent among the civic 
aristocracy. A Lord Mayor of London never was a gentleman, 
and very likely never will be; therefore lying, cheating, &c. 
are not to surprise us, when we see them exhibited in such 
mushroom dignitaries. Key is, however, unveiled ; and we have 
no occasion to add, by a further smash, to his unrivalled de- 
gradation. 

The Policc Epy System. 

Our efforts so frequently made to rid the country of that 
murderous gang of spies and ruffians called the New Police, 
have excited the House of Commons to activity, and a Com- 
mittee has reported in substance what the nation has been 
aware of, through our pages, for the last six months. The 
first unpopular act of this unconstitutional gang was to take a 
false oath, in order to endeavour to bring Figaro under the 
Stamp Act, for the blue devils intuitively knew, that this paper 
would at last be the death of them. Weneed not recal to our 
readers’ minds, the alarm of the Whig government when it was 








found that an insurrection would be the certain consequence of 
any attempt to suppress US; and every body remembers the 
servile haste with which the Grey administration attempted to 
appease our offended feelings and allay popular irritation by 
ordering the instant dismissal of that part of the police force 
implicated in the attempt to injure this periodical. We are 
uot, however, to be soothed by the fawning letters, and abject 
petitions even of the premier himself. We have pledged our- 
selves to overthrow the Whigs, and out they must go, in spite of 
all offers of cheques, exchequer bills, snug situations, and well- 
paid sinecures. Our threats are never idle, as all our readers 
must by this time be aware. We have doomed the new poiice, 
aud every one sees that it must fall. We have pronounced the 
verdict of annihilation on the Whigs, and all classes anxiously 
await their overthrow. 


GLOUCESTBERIANA.—No. 49. | 








The Duke and Higgins having been out the whole of last 
Monday morning, which was extremely hot, had been diverting 
themselves by running behind the carriages in Regent-street, 
from several of which they had been whipped down by the | 
coachmen. 
precious duo to an alarming extent, and they panted for some- 
thing in the way of beverage to cool themselves. ‘The old di- 
lemma, however, presented itself—the money was not to be 
scraped up between them. The sharp eye of the cunning Hig- 
gins was, however, soon attracted by the alluring anuounce- 
ment ‘* Money lent,’ and Gloucester observing, ‘“ What a 
cursed fool the fellow must be to offer to lend money,” went in 
and politely requested the trifling loan of four and sixpence, 
The pawnbroker having explained that the nature of his busi- 
uess was to lend money ouly on property, offered to advance a 
crown upon the star of the Order of the Bath, which the nurse 
had attached to his Royal Highness’s breast after dressing | 
him. The Duke, at the risk of a row at home, pledged the star 
of the Order of the Bath for 5s., and sallied forth in high | 
spirits into Regent-street, where he espied in a shop-window 
the following announcement, Jct on parle Francais. ‘Come | 
along Higgins,” vociferated the comparatively wealthy Duke, | 
“Jet’s go in and have Ici on parle Francais, which of course 
means Ices in the French parlour.” ‘The aid-de-camp losing 
all command over his feelings, kicked over an adjacent apple- 
stall. 


These pranks naturally increased the heat of the | 





GLOUCESTER’S PROTSST. 


His Royal Highness, fired with a noble spirit of emulation, | 
has resolved to rival his brother Cumberland in the fervour of 
his adherence to Tory principles, and has drawn up the follow- 
ing protest, which he intends getting entered on the journals of 
the House of Lords as soon as possible:— 


Protest AGAinsr THE Tutrp ReApine or tHE IRIsu 
Cuurcu Rerorm Bixt. 

Dissentient.—\st. Because I am told it is required by the 
mass of the people, and any thing favouring the mass must 
tend to spreading Popery. 

2nd. Because Higgins don’t like it. 

3rd. Because I have bet Sir Robert Wilson half-a-crown 
that it won’t pass. 

4th. Because they say it will increase the influenee of the 
Pope, and I prefer Byron. 

5th. Because having passed the Lower House, it must be an 
extraordinary measure, that is—something out of the Com- 
mons. 

6th. Because the Queen has promised to take me to Drury 
Lane next season, if I vote against it. 


FIGARO 1N LONDON. 


| Royal Highness could not have taken a more decided means 
_ for raising its character than he did by voting against it. His 


' made very little noise. 


_ affords as it were a master key to some of the machinations of 
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7th. Because Cumberlaid has thtedtened to horsewhip me 
severely, if I don’t vote as he does. 
8th. Because Grey called me a d—d fool two years ago, 
and I’ve tried to annoy him ever since. 
(signed) Srtty Bitty. 
(witness) Hieains (aid-de camp.) 
August 3rd, 1833. 

















































BREVITIES. 





** Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare. 





Epigram 
(On Sir John Key’s recent faur pas.) 
Some Keys to lock, are only made ; 
But there is one (a grasping dolt,) 
Who, I am very much afraid, 


Will shortly be obliged to Jolt. 


A true Friend. 


The Duke of Gloucester is said to have been opposed to the 
third reading of the Irish Church Reform Bill, but surely his 


Opposition is often useful where his support would be fatal. 


Evil Reports. 


The Report on the much-talked-of Irish Church Bill was 
brought up on Monday quietly enough. It is a Rerorr which 


A Sinecure. 
The Lord Chancellor is much opposed to a general abolition 
of sinecures, which would do away with the appointment he 
holds as keeper of the King’s conscience. 


An Alternative. 
‘“‘ More Peers or none,” was lately the watchword of the 
Government Journals. If they are consistent, they must at once 
set about the advocacy of the abolition of the Peerage 


Variety is charming. 

Sir Robert Peel is declared to be the organ of his party. 
If so, his party may boast the possession of an organ which 
plays a great variety of tunes. 

A new Discovery. 
The singular smuggling into place of young Master Key 


the Whig Government. 


Epigram. 
(On the revolving of the Whig Journals.) 
With every Ministerial turn 
The Globe to veer is found, 
But what of that? ‘The Globe we learn, 
Is always turning round. 


Wot very particular. 


The Bishop of Exeter once alluded in the House of Lords to 
what he called “his particular friends.” ‘This must have 
been a mistake, for any friends of the pamphleteering Bishop 
must, by the mere act of their friendship, show themselves to 
be any thing but particular. 


THEATRICALS. 





We attended Malibran’s benefit at the Opera on Monday, 
when play-house prices being substituted for those usually 
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taken, we got of course a play-house audience. The conduct 
of those in the boxes was much more decent than that usually 
pursued by the common race of opera-goers. No laughing at 
the most delicate touches in the music ; no chattering during 
the execution of the prettiest passages ; no jokes from Glou- 
cester, followed by the loud bray of the appreciating Higgins, 
at some point of peculiar harmony ;—all was attention. There 
was no vulgarity, for the aristocracy kept away. The audience 
consisted of gentry, which presents a strong contrast to the 
class facetiously called the nobility. The house was full,which 
proves there is taste among the middle classes of the com- 
munity. 

The Bishop of London has taken it into his right reverend 
poll to slander the theatrical profession, upon whom he has spit 
forth a cascade of such sweltering venom as could only proceed 
from the well-seasoned poison-proof lips of a rancorous Bishop. 
That incubus upon the country—the Peerage, which in our 
leader this week we have mashed into small particles, has 
dared to pass a vote against the bill for regulating dramatic 
performances. A rascal named Rotch, who, we presume, on 
the principle of ‘setting a thief to catch a thief,” is Chair- 
man of the Middlesex Sessions, has, with a reckless dis- 
regard of all sense and propriety, stigmatised all actors as 
outcasts and vagabonds. Now, though we have occasionally 
smashed an actor here and there with a blow from our far- 
famed tomahawk, yet stiil the profession knows that we have 
its interest at heart, and that our influence has done and is 
still doing more to promote that interest than any other peri- 
odical in the universe. We therefore will not see the stage li- 
belled by a fellgw like this Rotch with impunity, and we give 
him notice that we have not half done with him: our eye is 
upon him ; we will watch him in his official capacity, and we 
will Jet the world know what sort of an animal it is, who, with 
one cataract of bile, has besmeared at one fell disgorgement a 
whole profession at once, with a savage desire to swamp it in 
the slime of his venom. All the efforts of Mr. Bulwer to ele- 
vate the stage have been rendered vain by that miserable gang 
of imbeciles, called the Lords. But we look forward anxiously 
for the day when they will either not have the power to act ill, 
or that they will have found the wisdom to behave properly. 
—It is now in the power of small Bunn to shut up all the minor 
theatres if he should think fit. What a state of things must 
that be iv which such a pigmy in every point as Bunn is, can 
effect such a consummation as the extermination of the national 
drama. Surely so great an effect never could have flowed from 
so very little a cause. 

The novelties at the Adelphi continue to be both numerous 
and successful ; while the delightful talents of Mrs. Waylett 
form an important addition to the attractions of the company, 
which still includes Reeve and Wrench, two well-known fa- 
vourites at Mr. Arnold’s establishment. Lo Zingaro, with 
some extremely pretty music by A. Lee, is the latest new piece 


NOW PUBLISHING, IN MONTHLY PARTS, 
Neatly done up in an embellished Wrapper, 
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at this house, which is nightly filled by the performance of the 
Yeoman’s Daughter and the Mummy.—Morris is, we believe, 
having full houses, more by the merit of his authors than his 
own exertions as a manager, Jerrold and Buckstone would 
make any house succeed, against even the most niggardly of 
managements. 

The Surrey manager is, we understand, frantic at our recent 
notices of the house, and has not only withdrawn our privilege 
of admission, but threatens similar vengeance to any part of 
the press, which may accommedate us with one of its admis- 
sions. Poor Mr. Osbaldiston! Will he deprive the Times of 
the enviable privilege of sending in a couple of people every 
night into that filthy arena for vulgarity known by the name of 
the Surrey Theatre.— Mr. O. wonders that we can sleep after 
writing our cruel strictures, as he calls them, on his establish 
ment. Poor fellow! sleep indeed! Can there be a doubt of 
this after having spent an evening at the Surrey ?—a visit on 
our part is always followed by a two days’ lethargy. 

We understand that at the Queen’s Theatre a conspiracy has 
been entered into to overturn the immortality of Shakspeare ; 
and a desperate man named Freer has been placed at the head 
of this blasphemous league against the master-spirit of dra- 
matic literature. Freer, with a mad recklessness of public 
opinion, has been detected mutilating Othello, and other parts: 
but we are happy to say that the unholy effort has heen met by 
a strong manifestation of public feeling, evinced in a loud hoot 
of derision at every attempt made by this Mr. Freer to garble 
the divine language of our great poet. Our friend Gomersal, 
the Bonapartean hero of Astley’s—the gentleman with the 
fingers and without the handkerchief—not content with in- 
flicting his brutal faceti@ upon an Astley’s audience, contrives 
to plant himself during the summer recess at the Garrick,where, 
surrounded by the other dirt of the Astley’s establishment, he 
vegetates like a potato, thriving amid manure and rubbish. 
Poor Gomersal ! he wrote a letter to the Z%mes the other day, 
calling the Garrick respectable!!! The Astley’s Bonaparte 
is evidently a humourist. The police threaten him and his 
respectable establishment! Let him look out! 

Vauxhall-Gardens continue to be well attended, and the en- 
tertainments undoubtedly are of a nature to deserve extended 
patronage. We have however heard that there is not always 
so much profit attending a night’s performance as common cal- 
culation would lead one to expect. Every body thought the 
Poles must have cleared nearly 2,000/. by theirgenefit, when 
the tremendous number of visitors was taken into consideration. 
Four hundred pounds, however, from what we have heard, ap- 
pears to be about the sum cleared. This is beyond our com- 
prehension ; for surely the ordinary expenses of the gardens 
could not be anything like fifteen hundred pounds. We had 
understood one hundred per night to be the maximum. The 
Polish Exiles Friends’ Committee must not allow the charitable 
intentions of the public to be rendered unavailing. 


NEW READINGS OF OLD AUTHORS, 


Perverting to humorous meanings some of the most familiar and celebrated Passages from the Plays of 


Shakspeare and others, each Part containing 


TEN HUMOKOUS ENGRAVINGS BY SEYMOUR, Price 1s. 6d. 


¥ OPINIONS OF THE PUBLIC PRESS. 
** This little work deserves our most favourable notice. 


a moral view is unexceptionable.’’—Carnarvon Herald. 


‘* There is more talent and whimsicality displayed in this little publication than is often our good fortune to meet 


4 It is characterized equally by its cheapness and by the 
superior style in which it is executed. The figures display a master-stroke of rich humour, and their tendency in 


ATENT WATERPROOF BEAVER 

HATS — The only Waterproof Beaver Hats that 

are sanctioned by the King’s Royal Letters Patent. which 

combine every improvement in quality, shape, and colour 

of the last half century, are those manufactured by 

KOBERT FRANKS and Co., 140, Regent Street, and 62, 
Redcross Street, City. 


Superfine quality, 21s. 


with. The quotations are well selected, and the illustrations by Seymour full of wit and humour.”—T'raveller, 
** This entertaining publication displays great power of invention and versatility of genius, and the engravings 


are droll in the extreme. 
so cheap.”’—Northumberland Advertiser. 


FE. WILSON, 88, Royal Exchange ; and C. TILT, Fleet street. 


We know of no similar work which is at the same time so clever, so well executed, and 
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